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on his face when we saw him. The master turned him over. Heaven
send I never see such a sight again. His head was nearly cut off, both
arteries were cut through, the tongue was unrooted and, (perhaps in
Bis agony), he had put his hand into the wound and torn his "keck"
and everything out/
Wednesday, 21 December
Coming into the Vicarage from the school I found Sir Gilbert
Lewis pacing round the gravel walk round the lawn in gloves and
stick and great coat trying to get warm before starting on his cold
journey to Harpton. He told me a good deal about Maria Kilvert of
Worcester whom he knew, as he is a Canon of Worcester. He said
she was tall and thin. She used to come rapidly into Church (into
the Cathedral) to receive the sacrament two or three times a month,
but for the last three years she had not attended the other services.
She used to come in a respirator. She shut herself up almost entirely
ever since he had been Canon of Worcester, 15 years. Lady Lewis
used to call and was sometimes admitted. Sir Gilbert had not called
for three years. The house looked most melancholy and dreary,
like a house of the dead, no movement, the blinds never drawn up,
no carriage ever stopping at the gate, scarcely any one ever going
out or in at the door. Sir Gilbert does not believe she had the slightest
acquaintance with Lord Lyttelton, or that she even knew him
by sight. He said mad people are apt to come to Cathedrals. There
was a mad woman who came to Worcester Cathedral and gave him
a great deal of trouble by screeching out. There was a Mr. Quarrell
who used to make antics at the time of the Communion. At a
certain point in the service this man would bow down till he got his
head on the pavement and his movements were so extraordinary
that all they could do was to look at him and watch him. The
authorities did not know what to do with him. They could not say,
'You shall not be a Communicant', but they let him know indirectly
that they thought his proceedings very ridiculous. *Ah»' said Sir
Gilbert, 'you don't know all the little games that go on in Cathedrals.*
Sunday, Christmas Day
As I ky awake praying in the early morning I thought I heard a
sound of distant bells. It was an intense frost. I sat down in my
bath upon a sheet of thick ice which hroke in the middle into large
pieces whilst sharp points and jagged edges stuck all round the sides

